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Just then Gaspar entered.

" So we're all of one mind now, Gaspar,"
said I, seeing he glanced at Vermeil.

" One mind ? One side ! " grunted Gas-
par. " And that is the safe one/' he mut-
tered in my ear

" We had best set to work soon "

"Ay, after breakfast," quoth Gaspar
" Captain, do you know what day it is ?
Saint Bartholomew!" He chuckled grimly

Saint Bartholomew! A year ago the
she-wolf of the Medici and the Guises had
butchered Cohgny in the Pans streets
Who gained by it ? Not Charles of Valois,
King of France I can remember, when
Anjou was bidding for the throne of the
Netherlands, in the parleys that we held
then, St. Aldegonde asked what sureties
he would give for the reformed faith

" The word of a Valois! " quoth he.   St
Aldegonde shrugged his shoulders.
" Is not my word enough ? " cried Anjou,
" No, your highness,  by St. Bartholo-
mew, no! " said I.
Ay, but for Bartholomew Day Anjou

might have held the Netherlands for his